VI.
BIG  BEN.

ODS, what a hubbub shook our cobwebs out
vJT   The day that Chapman, Marston, and our

Ben

Waited in Newgate for the hangman's hands.
Chapman and Marston had been flung there first
For some imagined insult to the Scots
In Eastward Hoe, the play they wrote with Ben.
But Ben was famous now, and our brave law
Would fain have winked and passed the big man by.
The lesser men had straightway been condemned
To have their ears cut off, their noses slit
With other tortures.

Ben had risen at that.

He gripped his cudgel, called for a quart of ale,
Then, like Helvellyn with his rocky face
And mountain-belly, he surged along Cheapside,
Snorting with wrath, and rolled into the gaol,
To share their punishment,

" There is my mark i

'Tis not the first time you have branded me,"
Said our big Ben, and thrust his broad left thumb,
Branded with T for Tyburn, into the face
Of every protest.   " That's the mark you gave me
Because I killed my man in Spit alii elds,
A duel honest as any your courtiers fight*